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Don\'t Stick Your Tongue In That 


Author's Notes: 

| found some of these fuckers (htHp://img.Zlfood.com/Z0I10609/product/I2II5|42 13015 jpg) in my fridge the 
other day and got inspired. | figured that Marty and Nick need more love, and | ship them really hard, and then 
this popped out. Sorry if it sucks, but \ve been too chilled out to care lately. This hotel has free internet, so 
here you go! Hope you enjoy. 


‘Marty, what the fuck is that?! Nick demanded rudely as Marty walked through the door and settled himself 
on the sofa of their shared hotel room. 
Marty looked up and his hair fell over his face. He swiped it out of the way and smiled angelically at Nick. 


‘Jelly cup, dude, he replied happily, before snuggling deeper into the cushions and busying himself with his 


prize. 


‘Where did you get it? 


‘Asian supermarket down the road: 
Can | have one? 

‘No, get your own' 

Fuck you: 

Nick watched as the small guitarist used his teeth to pry the plastic cover off the corical jelly cup, and then 
spat it onto the floor before licking his lips. He felt his stomach clench inadvertently as Marty's small, pointed 


tongue flickered in and out, and his throat tightened when Marty threw his head back and sucked the jelly out 
of the cup, devouring his treat. 


‘Mmm, fuck yeah,’ the smaller man moaned satisfactorily as he swallowed, the slippery morsel sliding down his 
throat. He pulled another one out of the packet, spat the lid on the floor and did the same, but this time there 
was a tiny bit stuck in the end. 


‘Dammit; he cursed to himself, seemingly totally oblivious to the predatory eyes which rested on his small 
form. He snaked his tongue out and slid it into the cup, trying to reach the little bit down the end. Nick's eyes 
were wide by now, and his jeans were getting uncomfortable. He tried not to breathe too loudly, but even as 


he watched, dirty scenes involving himself and Marty and that tongue of his were unfolding behind his eyes. 
‘Marty, please? Can | - can | try one?" he choked out. 


Marty's dense curls flew as he whipped his head around to face Nick, with his tongue still out slightly and a 
tiny piece of red jelly on the end of it. 


‘Hm, okay, Just because you asked so nicely. Here, Marty said, holding one out for him. Nick took it gratefully 
and ripped the top off, before turning back to Marty with a confused look on his face. 


‘So, uh, how am | meant to eat this again? 


‘Dammit, you've seen me do it. Just, like, suck it out, or if you want you can stick your tongue in it and kind of 


wriggle it out: 


With that, Marty started on another one, slurping it down like a pro. Nick wondered if he'd had any .. prior 
experience, and the thought made him blush. It was then that he realised he was being watched. 


‘Nick .. did that make you, uh, was that making you you horny? Marty asked quietly, a small smile playing on 
his lips. He jerked his head up, panicking. Was he really that easy to read? 


‘No! God no.” he lied. ‘Just thinking about.. mm, thinking about, uh, eating this off a chick..' 


Then it hit him. What if he ate it off Marty? 

God damn it. 

Marty snorted, 

‘Yeah, okay. You've had a really obvious boner for the last ten minutes. 
‘ve been thinking about yo- chicks, okay! 


Nick realised his blunder as soon as the words left his mouth. His eyes shot open wide and he covered his 


mouth, so there was no trying to pass it off as something else. 


‘Nicely done, Nick, Marty smirked. ‘Thinking about me. How sweet of you, he said with a tiny smile on his full, 
delicate lips. 


'l- um, nol | was uh- not you, dammit! Nick spluttered, his jelly cup forgotten His cheeks were now a violent 


red colour. 


Marty picked the treat up from the coffee table where it lay and circled the tip of a slender finger around 
the top of it. 


‘Not me, hey? So what if | do this..’ 

His tongue flickered out yet again and lapped up the moisture on top of the jelly. 

‘Fuck you,' Nick mumbled, head in his hands. 

‘Didn't quite catch that, dude: 

‘| said fuck you!" 

Marty's only reply was a startled squeak as Nick launched himself off the couch with all the power in his 
muscular body and cannoned into Marty, pinning him to the couch. Their mouths crashed violently together and 
Nick's strong drummer's arms held him down. 

‘Don't stick your tongue in places where you don't know about the consequences,’ Nick growled against Marty's 
mouth, before pressing at the seam of the guitarists lips with his tongue. Surprised, Marty immediately gave 
him access, and their tongues met. Marty tasted like mango jelly, and Nick thought it was delicious. 

‘God you taste good; he gasped when they finally broke apart. Marty simply looked stunned. His lips were 


flushed bright pink now, making them even more inviting to Nick, who noticed this and couldn't help but to lean 
down and lick at them. 


‘What the fuck are you doing? Marty finally managed to find his voice. 


‘Wanna see what else you can do with that tongue of yours, Nick replied, his voice rasping. He looked into the 
smaller man's face and was pleased to see dilated pupils and flaring nostrils. 


‘tm not the only horny one now, am |? 


Marty shook his head almost imperceptibly, and the movement travelled through his curls. Nick's hands 
wandered up slim thighs and found a significant bulge at their apex, which put a smirk on his face. He squeezed 


lightly and Marty wriggled and whined, trying to get away. 


‘Nope, | don't think so; Nick growled, tugging him forward again. He attacked Marty's mouth again, groping him 
through his jeans and bucking his own hips against the armrest of the sofa. He pulled away and looked down at 
the smaller man. 


‘You seemed pretty fucking comfortable suckin’ down all those jelly things, Marty. You had practice elsewhere? 
Marty scoffed, 
‘As a matter of fact, | haven't: 


‘Well then. Trying new things is supposed to be good for you, right? Nick smirked as his fingers found his 
zipper and toyed with it. 


Marty's eyes widened. 
‘Surely you don't mean- oh God; he breathed. 


‘You know exactly what | mean. Now kindly get to work,' Nick instructed, but Marty didn't move. Nick raised an 
eyebrow at him, but he still sat there looking terrified. He doubtfully raised his large brown eyes to Nick's 
face, just as the drummer's hand settled on his crotch and squeezed. Marty yelped slightly and breathed hard 


through his nose. Another squeeze; this time painful and authoritative. 


Fine’ he hissed, and yanked Nick towards him. He sank off the couch to his knees at Nick's feet and his nimble 
fingers found the fly of his jeans and yanked it down. Nick's hands buried themselves in Marty's wild hair and 
he breathed hard as his cock was freed. Marty shot Nick the dirtiest look he could manage whilst in his horny 


state, and then fastened his lips around the head of the taller man's weeping cock. 


‘Shit! Nick yelled inadvertently, his voice trailing off to a moan as Marty flicked his slit with that magical 
tongue. He forced himself to keep his eyes open and looked down to see swollen pink lips wrapped around his 


throbbing shaft as Marty took him deeper and the head of his cock hit his throat. 


‘Fuck yeah. More,' he groaned, but Marty pulled off him with a disdained expression. 

‘Dude, l'm not fucking deep-throating you, he sniffed, licking a splatter of pearlescent fluid from his chin 
‘Why the fuck not? 

‘Do you want me to choke and die? Now shut the hell up: 

Hot lips were on Nick's cock once more and all coherent thought left his mind. This time Marty moved with 
more urgency and his long curls swung back and forth with every movement off his head. With every stroke 
of his mouth, he made a small grunt which vibrated up Nick's length and intensified every sensation. Marty 


was fucking good at this. If only.. 


Nick pulled on Marty's hair, trying to bring him closer, push himself deeper. He felt the smaller man's throat 
tense and constrict, and sighed. 


Marty. 
Brown eyes flickered up to him briefly. 

‘Come on.’ 

A tiny shake of the head 

Please? You know you lock fucking hot like that: 
Marty pulled off his cock completely again 
Menza, flattery will get you nowhere: 

You like it, though: 


‘Stroking the ego of the lead guitarist in your heavy metal band is never a good idea, Marty replied 
disdainfully, before getting back to work again 


Nick huffed. He'd just have to take matters into his own hands. Hands which were tangled in insanely dense 
curls that he could use to get his own way. He began to tug Marty's head toward him, even as the guitarist's 
hand made its way up to his balls and began stroking them. Slowly, slowly, a little more.. Marty realised what 
was happening and shot a death stare upwards and flipped him the finger. He couldn't pull off because Nick was 
strong and he'd end up getting pestered the whole night, so he simply opened his throat carefully and allowed 


Nick to slide down, concentrating on not gagging. 


‘Fuuuckkkk yes,’ Nick hissed, rocking back and forth. Marty hummed in the back of his throat and started to 


move his head again slightly, and Nick shuddered, his whole body trembling. Maybe this wasn't so bad, Marty 
thought. Nick certainly seemed to be having a good time. If he just concentrated on something else, he knew he 
wouldn't gag. But Nick was pretty hot, and- 


‘Gonna come, fuck! 


Oh, shit. He felt Nick's hard length pulse in his mouth and tried to pull off, but he was too late. Hot liquid hit 
the back of his throat and he choked and spluttered, spitting most of it onto the carpet. 


‘Yeah, Nick gasped out, before collapsing backwards onto the couch. 

‘Gross, Nick. Couldn't you give me a little more warning than that? 

‘Not exactly easy, Marty: 

Marty just grunted and attempted to clean more of Nick's come off himself. It left a funny aftertaste that 
was not entirely pleasant, so he went for another jelly cup from the packet on the floor, and he became 
painfully aware once again of his own arousal. 

‘Oh, by the way. You're fucking good at that. | hope you'll be up to repeating it later on; Nick drawled lazily. 
‘Depends. Am | gonna get anything in return? 

Nick froze. 

‘Uh, you want me to, uh, do that? 

‘Well, you made me suck you off, so perhaps you should return the favour: 

Marty leaned back on the couch and roughly palmed himself through his jeans, his thighs shuddering. 
‘Marty, | don't know.. You don't really find me hot, do you? | mean, | only jumped you because, okay, | think 
you're sexy, and you were doing that tongue thing, and | got a little carried away, but maybe | could find you a 
rice chick or someshit or-' 


Marty leaned forward and silenced him with a finger on his lips. 


‘Dyou really think | was putting on a show like that for no reason? Dammit, Nick, now | know why they say 


drummers are stupid’ 
Nick stared at him. 


‘So - what? You want me?! 


Marty groaned. He was getting desperate and was considering just shoving his hand down his pants and doing 
the deed himself. 


‘Course | fuckin want you, shithead. Now get over here and suck my cock: 


‘Master of subtlety, you are, Nick sniggered, but didn't have to be asked twice. 


